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Do crown those temples where love's wonders wrought     10

We afterwards see brought
To vulgar light and praise;

Lighten through all your regions, till we find

The causes why we are grown blind,

That when we should your glories comprehend,           15

Our sight recoils and turneth back again,

And doth, as 'twere in vain,
Itself to you extend.

Is it because past black there is not found

A fix'd or horizontal bound,                                 20

And so, as it doth terminate the white,
It may be said all colours to enfold,

And in that kind to hold
Somewhat of infinite?

Or is it that the centre of our sight                             25

Being veiled in its proper night
Discerns your blackness by some other sense
Than that by which it doth pi'd colours see,

Which only therefore be
Known by their difference?                                     30

Tell us, when on her front in curls you lie,

So diap'red from that black eye
That your reflected forms may make us know
That shining light in darkness all would find,

Were they not upward blind                                35

With the sunbeams below.
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BLACK beauty, which, above that common ligV.t,
Whose power can no colours here renew
But those which darkness can again subdue,

Dost still remain unvaried to the sight,
And like an object equal to the view,

Art neither chang'd with day, nor hid with night;

When all these colours which the world call bright,
And which old poetry doth so pursue,